28                                   B1AGINARY CONVERSATIONS
Aesop. O Rhodcpe! we must loiter no longer upon thi discourse.
Rhodope.   Why not?
Aesop. Pleasant is yonder beanfield, seen over the higl papvms when it waves and bends: deep-laden with the swee heaviness of its odour Is the listless air that palpitates dizzil} above it: but Death is lurking for the slumberer beneath its blossoms.
Rhodope.    You must not love then!  , . but may not I?
Aesop.    We will . . but . . .
Rhodope. Wei O sound that is to vibrate on my breast foi ever! O hour! happier than all other hours since time began!
0 gracious gods! who brought me into bondage!
Aesop. Be calm, be composed, be circumspect. We must hide our treasure that we may not lose it.
Rhodope, I do not think that you can love me ; and I feai and tremble to hope so. Ah, yes ; you have said you did. Bui again you only look at me, and sigh as if you repented.
Aesop. Unworthy as I may be of thy fond regard, I am not Unworthy of thy fullest confidence: why distrust me?
Rhodope. Never will I . . never, never. To know that I possess your love, surpasses all other knowledge, dear as is all that I receive from you. I should be tired of my own voice if
1  heard it on aught beside: and even yours is less melodious in any other sound than Rhodope.
Aesop,   Do such little girls learn to flatter?
Rhodope. Teach me how to speak, since you could not teach me how to be silent.
Aesop. Speak no longer of me, but of thyself ; and only of things that never pain thee.
Rhodope.   Nothing can pain me now.
Aesop.   Relate thy story then, from infancy.
Rhodope. I must hold your hand: I am afraid of losing you again,
Aesop,   Now begin.   Why silent so long?